Dell is proud to present one of its many awards 




INGUISHED ACHIEVEMENT AWARD! 
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OF THE .DELLPUBLISHINS COMPANY, IN; 



NITION OF HIS EFFORTS IN ESTABLISHING,. 
...AINING THE DELL COMIC LINE 
CLEAN AND WHOLESOME JUVENILE 
ENTERTAINMENT. AND BECAUSE IN DOING 
Sn HrHAS SET AN EXAMPLE. FOR THE ENTIRE 

■Mmii'c s publishing industry TO FOLLOW 

:WSDEALERS POST NUMBER 1169 i 
AMERICAN LEGION 

NOVEMBER 14. 1954 



PLEDGE 



TO PARENTS 



The Dell Trademark is, and always has been, a positive guarantee that the 

comic magazine bearing it contains only clean and wholesome 

juvenile entertainment. The Dell code eliminates entirely, rather than 

regulates, objectionable material. That's why when your 

child buys a Dell Comic you can be sure it contains only good fun and happy 

adventures. "DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS" is our only 

credo and our constant goal. 
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DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 



ROT/ I KNEW SOU WOULDN'T 

T AN OLD PARONER DOWN: 
EVEN BROUGHT */OLW DOS, BULLET! 




"AS SOON AS WE EAT/ WE HIRED THE INDIAN N" 5^!? SJ^^™*^!1 



MOUNTAIN 5H0ULDSR... 





DOWN THERE-AT FIRST 

FORK-ME FIND-UM OLD 

CAMP.' AND THREE 

MAN'S BONES/ 



Pruns to control his fear- crazed 

* horse, bill birch 7uss at the rifle 

in his saoole scabbard. 




r /TH A MADDENED ROAR, THE GRIZZLY CHARGES^ 
8ILL-WH05E MORSE IS BUCKING, COMPLETELY INSANE 
WITH FEAR! ROV LEAVES HIS SADDLE- HOPING FOR 
AN AIMED SHOT, IN TIME/ 




-f WILLI'S A MILE BMK JRVJNgS/^ WE 

I TO ROUND 'EM UP BEFORE SOME l.[ HELP HIM 

\ MORE BEARS SET 'EM.' /\ COME ON;' 




SW1W, PARDNER.' WE'VE SOT TO 

MAKE SHORE BEFORE THE CURRENT J 

TAKES US D0WNT0THAT8LUFF/ 




fi/LS- DRIVER HOOFS STRIKE 
THE SADDLE-WHERE ROY'S LES 
RESTED A SPLIT SECOND BEFORE/ 



Fallen clear, 
roy whipsuphis'- 

RlFLE AND FIRES... 




JtS THEY RACE ALONG A TIMBERED BENCH.RCH SPOTS 
SOMETHING AHEAD-AND SHOUTS A WARNING! 




T THAT INSTANT, FROM BEHIND A LOW-'' 
WN& SPRUCE, A BOWSTRING HUMS.. 



...AND THE. BROADHEAD SHAFT 

BARELY MISSES BULLET, AS HE 

BOUNDS AHEAD/ 



JR« from 

YIELDING, THE WILD 

MAN WHIPS ANOTHER 

ARROW FROM HIS 

QUIVER... 




f TAKE IT \f UMMMH-' WOW/1 

STU-.V 1 WHAT A HEAD I 

^S V I'VE60T/ / 




NOPEJ I'M NOT RAVINS, DEPUTY/ ELI 
' PUSHED ME OFF THAT CLIFF BECAUSE I 
I WAS GOING TO REGISTER OUR CLAIM AND 

CASH Ml SHARE OF SOLD.' HE OIDN'T 
NEED TO SHOOT ME... 




THE REPORT OFROi'S 
FORTi-FIVE/NWRRUPTB^ 




SORRY, OLD-TIMER-- BUT "V DRATYOL), 

[ 'YOUR LEG WILL BE GANGRENED \OEPUTY. / I'LL 

IF YOU DON'T SET TO A DOCTOR I LOSE A FORTUNE: 

IN A HURRY/ WE'RE HEAD-/ Mf NAME IS 

INS FOR TOWN.' y( BROCKUN- N 

"OLD-TIMER'!' 




MY HANDLE IS #OY ROGERS- AHD\~'' 
I AIM TO GET YOU SAFELY TO LON6H0RN K 
TOWM, MR. BROCKUN! A MAN'S LE6 IS / 

WORTH MORE THAN GOLDJRECKOW.'vTJ 




WONGHORN, ONE WEEK LATER. 



GOT TO HAVE SOME MONEV FOR DOC- 
AND FOR M¥ LANDLADY.' BES1DES,I'M 
WORRIED THAT ELI, MY PARTNER, HAS 
CLEANED OUT OUR SOLD CACHE.' I.WANT 
VOUTO RIDE TO THE CLAIM WITH ME,' 



RIOE-- 

wthwup 

JHATLE6 
NEEDS A 
MONTH'S 




TnATSAMENOON-EVEN AT THE SLOW PACE SET BY 
BROCKUN'S ACHING LEG AND BROKEN-DOWN LIVERY 
HORSE-SEES ROY AND THE PROSPECTOR IN THE DESERT.' 



ROY, I NEVER DIDTELL.YOU HOW > 


' thanks/N 


MUCH SOLD ELI AND I MELTED OUT 


BROCKLIN.'VOU 


AND CACHED /WAV IN THAT UN- J 


v CAN .' y 


ppmcTiFn n AIM' |T .-^f< 
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WOULD TURN SOME ijH,:p| / 


— *4 / 


mfw'=; HF/»n RIIT 1|Jft*j7 '■ { 


rfoS) 


I RECKON T CAN jTF.-M : "-"^>- 


■. ■ - 




TRUSTVOU.' jgCfi^ 


fe f ,. J 






-^SJ/JBI 


jtSI 










©C^ 


^^iO^^^t^. 8 




fe 


. 




'.%"-' 




>-j»5» 


IS If' 1 




tfW/ ,THArS F,V£ AnOPE! OR SPEND ^ 
vW* HUNDfiepTf/OUSAIiDHT! AFRAIDTOSTART 
DOLLARS'WOKTH.' TOU M STAMPEDE.' NOW, ^ 
DIDN'T BANK IT? /THAT FARTHER MESA 15 
OUR NEKT LANDMARK... 




f MO... BUT WUR PARTNER^ 

[ ZU.CQt/LP HAVE MOVED A 

L LOT OF DIRT ON TOP OF /7/ 



A DWMITE BLAST AND SOME { NO,I HADN'T, 
SHOVEL WORK WOULD HIDE A LOTA RCtt.' WE'LL 
BROCKL1M.' AND A WEEK'S STRONsV so BACK' 
WIND, BLOWINS 5AND OVER IT, WOULD 

HIDEEVERYTRACE! everthinkofthat: 




/^ SHE'S COMING TO 
/GRANTSVILLE...THREEDAYS 
I FROM NOW/ PROMISE ME 
V VOU'LL-.MEETHER.ROV: 



OF C0URSE.ru. MEET HER.OLD- 
TIMER.' BUT RIGHT NOW I'MGOINS ^ 
TO WAKE YOU COMFORTABLE-AMD | 
RIDE TO TOWN FOR DOC KELLY AND /DONE FOR? 
A WAGON TO BRING YOU IN... yTH(NG5... GETTING 
DARK! REGISTER 
THE MINE FOR 
YOURSELF AND 
R05ALIE... 





In the year 1896, Brad Hunter and his 
family prepared to leave from Raccoon 
Creek, Indiana, for California. 

Brad Hunter's farm had not been doing 
well. Easterners were importing a new food- 
stuff, called soya, and corn had dropped to 
3 cents a pound. If it hadn't been for their - 
cow— and her rich milk, butter and cheese— 
the Hunter family might have starved- 

With the meager cash he received for 
his thirty acres, Brad, a tall, sinewy man of 
thirty-five, bought a cheap Conestogo wagon 
and one oxv He loaded it with flour, (bread 
being the pioneers' principol dish), canned 
meat, and coffee. Then— with no map, except 
the trail made by previous travelers— he, his 
wife, Patricia, and their fourteen-year-old son, 
Jim, began the long, dangerous trek across 
the great Western plains. 

They hadn't gone five miles before one of 
the wagon wheels came off. After a three 
hour delay, they started again. Night found 
them forming a circle, with other wagons, to 
discourage Indian attacks. 

The next morning, they packed hastily and, 
once more, the covered wagon's ponderous 
wheels started turning. 

"Jim, will you fetch me^ a drink?" asked 
the hardy frontiersman's wife, as the hot mid- 
day sun poured down. 

"Shore, Ma," said Jim, running for the 
rear of the wagon. But, the water keg wasn't 
there! Jim searched frantically through the 



supplies; but, there was no keg. 

"Paw! Paw! The wafer's gone!" he cried, 
running to his father. 

"This is no time for your jokes, young 'un," 
said Brad Hunter, his lined, mahogany face 
wrinkling between the brows. But, it was no 
joke. In their haste to break camp, they had 
forgotten to pack the water. 

They walked all that day, without finding 
any water. They tried to borrow some from 
passing wagons, but there was none to spare. 

Their second night on the Western plains 
was not a cheerful one. They had come sev- 
enteen miles, with eight-hundred and thirty 
still to go. 

ln the morning, Brad chipped some sap 
out of a maple, giving them enough strength 
to go on. Thunder clouds followed them all 
day, but still it refused to rain. 

Jim's thin shoes were a sorry sight. His 
tongue felt like a tennis ball- After he fell 
the second time, his father put him in the 
wagon and shouldered a hundred-pound sack 
of flour to allow for the extra weight. 

That night, the coyotes were particularly 
noisy. 

"The coyotes must be thirsty, too. Paw," 
said Jim. 

" Tisn't coyotes," said his father, "it's In- 
juns." 

When the misty sun rose on the arid plain, 
three Indians astride ponies, and carrying 
spears, sat solemnly watching the waking 



Hunters. Jim's first impulse was to rush for 
the blunderbuss (their only weapon), but his 
father restrained him with a hard grip. 

"Friends!" said Brad Hunter, extending his 
open hand. The Indians didn't move or change 
expression. Brad reached in his pocket and 
pulled out his only valuable possession— a 
watch and fob, brought over from England. 
He held it to the biggest Indian's ear and, . 
immediately, the brave's mouth broke into a 
huge grin. He reached for it, but Brad pulled 
it away. In the best sign language he knew, 
he bargained for water. One of the Indians 
' rode off and came back, soon, with a pouch 
containing the precious liquid. The Hunter 
family gulped gratefully, and the Indians rode 
peacefully away. 

The water problem was solved— temporar- 
ily. And by a source^they'd least expected— 
their unpredictable foes, the redmen. 

With new strength, they surged forward- 
over boulders, across rapids, and through 
mud. 

They were pulling up a steep hill when 
Brad Hunter broke his leg. The wagon over- 
turned on him as he was pulling an the guy 
rope. Since he knew the most about anatomy. 





he had to set his own leg. 

There was nothing for him to do but ride 
in the wagon. This meant throwing some of 
the food out, as they were approaching the 
mountains and the ox was showing signs of 
firing. It looked like an impossible feat: cross- 
ing the Rocky Mountains with a sick man, a 
woman, and a fourteen-year-old boy. But 
there was no turning back. It was as far back 
to Indiana as it was to California. They had 
passed the halfway mark! 

"Jim," said Brad, as he lay, in great pain, 
in the wagon, "it all depends on you." 
"Giddap!" Jim ordered the ever-patient ox. 
When they finally reached Nevada, 
(months after they'd left Raccoon Creek), 
their cheeks were hollow, and their eyes 
burned with a feverish light. 

Before they reached California, they had 
one more danger to battle. A flash fire stam- 
peded their ox over a cliff, forcing them to 
abandon their wagon, and ride the remaining 
fifty miles with a kind family. 

When they saw the Sierras of California, 
they almost wept with joy. In spite of their 
hardships, they had been three of the luckier 
trail blazers. True, their only possessions were 
the clothes on their backs; but, the bones of 
many of their fellow pioneers lay on the trail 1 
they had so courageously covered. And, be- 
fore them lay the fertile land they had jour- 
neyed three thousand miles to find and realize 
their destiny from its rich earth. 




LIKE A FLASH THE CORNERED HOG WHIRLS AND TRIES 
TO RIP PETE'S HOUSE? 
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-BUT WHEN THREE OR FOUR COWS A WEEK SHOWED UP 

BELLOWING AND MOURNING WITHOUT THEIR CALVES--- 

WE KNEW THERE WAS A BAD KILLER AT WORK f " 



-RIGHT AWAY.EVERY COWBOY WORKING FOR THE OAK 
LEAF BRAND WAS ORDERED TO HUNT FOR THE PRED- 
ATOR ... BUT IT WASN'T TILL 1 DISCOVERED SOME 
REMAINS IN THE CHAPARRALTHAT ANYBODY 
GUESSED WHO HE WAS!" 




V-ALITHE SIGNS POINTED to A WILD BOAR f 

OR A TAME BOAR GONE WILD AND 

TURNED STOCK KILLERf EITHER ONE.AS 
DANGEROUS AS A LION WHEN CORNERED, 
AND ABOUT AS HARD TO STOP! 



"MY REPORT GOT QUICK ACTION FROM THE BOSS.. 

SET ALL HIS RIDERS TO BEATING THE THICKETS FOR 
AWILD HOG. .. 




-—-BUT ALL WE FOUND WAS SOME MORE 
CALF REMAINS; THE KILLINGS ON THE 
CATTLE RANGE STOPPED... 





"ANY DOG WHO TRIED TO DEFEND HIS WOOL1ES WAS 
LIKELY TO PAY FOR IT WITH HIS LIFE '. KILLED BY A 

CRITTER NOBODY HAD SEEN! " 



RIFLE'S 8EEN FIRED 

ONCET I RECKON PEDRO NICKED 
THE BRUTE— ENOUGH TO MAKE 

IT CHARGE HIM 




"ABOUT MOON, 1 WAS BEATING A BIS PATCH OF 
CHAPARRAL WITH A STATE RANGER! THERE 
WASN'T ANY SOS WITH US— -OR THINGS MIGHT 
HAVE TURNED OUT DIFFERENTLY... " 




"MY HORSE ACTED MIQHTY SPOOKY, AND I WAS 
TOO DUMB TO BUESS WHY, UNTIL ■ 



A BIS, BLACK SOMETHING BURST OUT OF 

THE THICK COVER, AND LUNGED FOR MY HORSE'S 
BELLY. THE POOR HORSE GAVE ONE SCREAM — " 




•- — AND LOST HIS BALANCE V 



* THE NEXT THING I KNEW, MY LEG WAS PINNED 
UNDER A DYING HORSE, AND THAT OLO BLACK BOAR 
WAS MAKING STRAIGHT FOR ME.' 
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-THE BLACK KILLER WAS DEAD WHEN HE STOPPED? 
BUT HIS POUR HUNDRED POUNDS WEIGHT WAS LYING 
RIGHT ACROSS MY LE6S.* 



"THE RANGER HAD ALL HE COULD DO TO DRAG THE 



CARCASS OFF ME ' 



CHARLEY? YOU DO MAKE 

A GOOD LOOKING BOTTOM 

LAYER TO THIS PORK PIE 

UGHH r 





WASN'T THAT 
HOG TOO TOU6 
TO EAT, 
CHARLEY 



"WE DRESSED OUTTHE PORK THEN AND THERE AND 

LOADED THE CARCASS ON A HORSE. AIMED TO BAR- 
BECUE HIM AND HOLD A FIESTA, BACK AT THE RANCH 
FOR ALL THE HUNTERS..." 





MOVING DAY 

FOR THE 

ASSINIBOM 




Moving day for a village of the Assini- 
boin, a branch of the Sioux, was a pictur- 
esque, sight. The warriors on their horses 
rode ahead and on the flanks of the color- 
ful procession to guard against surprise 
attacks by enemy raiders. All family be- 
longings were packed in lodge covers, and 
hauled on travois pulled by the women's 
ponies. A constant flurry of children and 
wolf-like dogs gave the procession an ap-. 
pearance of whirling activity, with the con- 
stantly swinging quirts of the women beat- 
ing a rhythmic cadence for the march. 
Babies rode along with their mothers, swung 
from the saddle in cradle boards, or 
strapped to their mothers' backs. Older 
children ran alongside or rode old, gentle 
ponies recklessly up and down the line, 
pretending they were warriors protecting 
the procession. The older boys, not yet 
proven warriors, drove the pony herd along 
the flanks, allowing them to graze as they 
moved along under the constant protection 
of the warriors. 



Come on, all you Cowhands! 

Get the latest issue of 

DALE EVANS COMICS 



At year favorite SELL Comics deafer now! Ofliy 10$ 



DELL COMICS ARE GOOD COMICS 




SUBSCRIPTION RATES: r 1 y 
□ 2 yrs.-M issues $1.85 D 3 
Canada: Q 1 yr. $1.20; [~1 2 yrs. $2.00; p3 



MO^E "FUN 7HM.. 
» 



We don't know how much fun there is 

in a barrel of monkeys . . . 

BUT. , . 

everyone knows that there's plenty of 

fun, delicious eating, and food-energy 

in just one bar of Baby Ruth. 






RICHER, SMOOTHER 

NOW MORE DELICIOUS 

THAN EVER! 

mproves f 

adds fo your enjoyment! . . . Buy 

5 today . . . See for yourseif ! 




CURTiSS 



RcURTiSS CANDY CI 



5 your school, youth organization, or group need money? Write us for 
mpletefund raising plan successfully employed elsewhere. No obligation. 



